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Irritation... 


1982.. 


| got up and threw on whatever clean jeans | could find and my favorite T-shirt, the one with the words "I 


drink on days ending with Y". 


Normally, | wouldn't have gotten up, save for that my paycheck had come and | was getting a thirst for more 


beer. 


| locked my apartment door and headed outside and down the street. Brain locked in thought, | barely noticed 


him before we collided. 


"Hey, watch where the hell you're goi..Oh. hi, Dave." | managed to get it all out in one breath. Dave helped me 
up. 


"Where you going in such a hurry Jos, inquiring minds want to know?" he mused. 


| hated when he called me Jos, but | managed a smile. 


"Davey," | said, while gently patting his cheek "You know it's paycheck day. And | always buy beer on Paycheck 
day. So where do you think I'm going?" 


It didn't take long for Dave to catch on A smile played on his lips, almost a kind of snarl. It would become his 


trademark look in later years. 


"Oh, Josephine. My sweet Josephine.." He took me in his arms, making passersby look at us warily. "Are you 
asking me to have a drink or few ?" 


And arm in arm, we walked to the liquor store. We picked out what we wanted to drink, and headed back to my 


apartment. 

An hour or so later, our clothes were all on the floor. 

"| think | love you," Dave told me. | hated when he started up with the L word. "Oh, c'mon man. Don't start that 
again," | sighed. "I do love you, Dave. Just not in a romantic-together-until-we-die way." 

He shut his eyes, and rolled on his side away from me. 


| could tell he wasn't happy with my answer. And when Dave was unhappy, the world ceased to turn. 


"| just don't want to set my heart up for a fall. I'm falling for you, and it scares me that you'll go away. That 
Ill never see you again" | tried to hold back the tears, but one escaped down my cheek. 


Dave rolled back over to face me, and took me in his arms. "| won't leave you," he said. "No matter where | go 
or what | do." As if on cue, there was a knock on the door. "I'd better get that. My brother was supposed to 


be coming over to get a book of his," | said as | quickly dressed. 


It wasn't my brother at the door, but a friend both Dave and | knew. Cliff Burton sauntered into my 
apartment and sat down on the couch. "Dave's here too, huh?" he said with a smile. | looked down, realizing that 
Cliff knew because | was wearing Dave's shirt. 

"Yeah, it's his second home." | laughed. Dave came out of my bedroom wearing one of my Motorhead shirts. 


He raised a hand in a friendly wave when he saw Cliff. 


"Lars wants to talk to you, and he's in a bad mood again," Cliff told him. "When is Lars NOT in a bad mood?" | 
shrugged. 


Dave's expression darkened. "Okay," he said. "But Jos is coming too." Cliff nodded. 


The three of us walked down the street until we came 


to El Cerito drive. Lars was standing in the doorway of the house and started whining when he saw that | was 


with Dave and Cliff. "Oh, you had to bring HER again!" 

"What's wrong with Jos being here?" Cliff asked. "Jos is cool." Lars turned and walked into the living room, 
where James Hetfield was sitting on the couch watching TV. James smiled when he saw me. "Hey Jos, how's it 
goin?" | sat down on the couch with Cliff and James, while Dave went to speak to Lars in the kitchen. 

"He's in a bad mood again," James warned me. "And he's looking for blood." Cliff chuckled and leaned in toward 
me. "Just be sure it isn't yours, okay?" | smiled. 


| could take Lars on with one hand behind my back, and everyone there knew it. 


Yelling erupted from the kitchen, along with whining. 


The yelling came from Dave. And the whining.? Well, everyone knew who whined around there. 
"What the fuck you gotta bring her around for, Dave?" 

"Why the fuck do you hate her so much, Lars? She's been nothing but nice to youl" 

"We've gotta talk about the band, and we don't need a girl here for band stuff 

"Why, you afraid she might drum better than you? She plays the guitar, you retard! 
"Whatever, just fuckin get her out of here! 


A sound of a struggle came from the kitchen and Lars came sailing through into the living room, Dave hot on 


his heels. Dave's fist impacted Lars‘ cheek again, sending Lars thudding to the floor. 
Cliff and James looked on in silence. Dave was beating the snot out of Lars. And Dave was totally sober. 


"Don't you EVER talk about her that way again!" Dave snarled while snatching Lars off the floor by the front 
of his shirt. 


Dave pointed at me. "You see that woman? That woman happens to be one of my closest friends and she's also 


a kickass guitar player. She deserves double respect!" 


He shook Lars, who looked back at him fearfully. "If you even THINK of badmouthing her again.." Dave tossed 
Lars into the chair opposite the couch where Cliff, James and | sat. 


Then he stalked back into the kitchen. Lars looked at me with wounded contempt. "You bitch!" he spat at me. 


Dave came lunging out of the kitchen into the living room, heading straight for Lars. Nobody had ever seen 


Dave in such a fury when he was sober, and they were clearly taken aback. 


But before Dave could reach Lars, | blocked his path. "Don't sweat it, Dave. I'm sure the little troll has had 


enough." | smiled through my teeth. 


Dave had a pretty good idea what was going to happen next, so he backed off without a word A smile played 
about his lips. 


Lars was spitting mad behind me. "You stupid bitch, | don't need you to protect mel" | turned around to face 
him, a look of fury replacing my smile. "No, you're right. 
You don't need me to protect you. Of course, | had no intention of protecting YOU, Lars. But tell me..is your 


medical insurance paid up?" | bit my lower lip and raised an eyebrow, awaiting his answer. 
paid up y p y g 


Dave's low maniacal laugh came from across the room. "If you thought | was bad..You're in some trouble 


now..." He grinned wickedly. 


Lars looked up at me, and my eyes flashed hazel fire back at him. | could tell he was afraid. Dragging him up 
by his shirt, | walked him into the kitchen 


From the living room Dave, Cliff and James could hear the struggle, but didn't interfere. | came out of the 


kitchen and sat on the couch between Dave and Cliff. Dave wrapped his arms around me and kissed me softly. 


James was curious and went into the kitchen, coming back with a wide grin on his face. "| can't believe you did 


that," he told me. Cliff looked at him. "What'd she do?" 
James laughed. "You'd better go look for yourselves." 


Dave and Cliff went into the kitchen and instant peals of laughter sounded. They both came back holding their 
stomachs and laughing hysterically. 


"Holy shit, Jos.You trussed him up like a turkey," Cliff guffawed. Dave smiled at me. "| couldn't have done that 
myself" They both sat back down. James turned on the Nintendo. 


From the chair in the kitchen where he was tied with a bandana over his mouth, Lars could only glare. 


| sighed in relaxation. "You've got to admit, it's gotten nice and quiet around here.nice and quiet." 


End. 


